
IN THIS ISSUE 



THE DESPERATE 
CHASE! 




HOPALONC CASSIDY 






'M^n, 





HOPALONG CASSIDY. 



THAT Menus O HIT HE ANP MIS C 
YVIIL BE ON THE GROUNDS, AMP 
THEY SHOULD BE ASLEEP BY _ 
THE TIME 1 GET THERE 



WITHOUT PLATING ME ONE GAME 
■ALONG.' I’VE SOT THE BOAAP SET I 
_ IN MV ROOM UPSTAIRS.' r— 



) THE PLEASURE’S- , 
S BEEN ALL MINE, 
MR.HASKENS.' IT’S 
GETTING LATE, SO 
I’O BETTER START 
BACK FOR TOWN , 



COME OUT HERE TO SPENP Tl 
EVENING WITH ME, HOPALONC 
WITH ALL MV MEN IN TOWN, 
WOULD HAVE BEEN PLUMB 
LONELY OTHERWISE !JT. 



OKAY, BUT JUST 






NOW I DON’T HAVE TO WORRY Al 
OLD MAN HASKENS SURELY CAN’ 
HE’S TOO OLP .' THIS WILL BE T> 
I’VE EVER ATTEMPTED.' y-__. 




HOPALONG CASSIDy 




• SOUNOS 




HOPALONG CASSIDY 




/ HYAA’S THE MONET ALL TIED UR IN 
MONEY BAG READY TO BE TAKEN TO 
HE BANK, BUT THIS IS ONE DEPOSIT .H 
HASKENS WILL NEVER MAKE /J B 



YES, HOPALONG. THANKS 
TO YOUR GUICK THINKING , 
AND ACTION .' j—<d: 



I’VE GOT YOU COnnERED HOY1J 
YOU CAN DROP THAT MONEY BAG 
AND PUT UP YOUR HANDS.' rTjJ 






' HOPALONG IS RIGHT AFTEI 
I NEVER EXPECTED HIM T< 
AT HASKENS’ RANCH, BUT 
, TRAP WILL TAKE CARE _ 
OF HIM' 



. IT EASIER FERYUH 
TO RECOGNIZE THE 
BANDIT WHEN YUH 
GET CLOSE TO HIM.' 



HOPALONG CLIMBS OUT. 













HOPALONG CASSIDy 




CAN ONLY REACH 
ONE OF THOSE 
’ BRANCHES/ -- 



PON’T EXPECT rr TO 
(OLD ME, BUT IT WILL 
BREAK THE FALL/ 



■R-tK*- 



t/tfiCK: 



HOPALONG CASSIDY 




HOPALONO LON DEO 
SAFELY BELOW.'. 



THE MONET B AS IN. 
<ES IT TOO EAST TO 
—• RECOGNIZE ' 



GENERAL STORE 

. ENTRANCE ON 
— MAIN 



I CAN'T SEE HOW 1 COULD 
HAVE LOST HIS TRACKS f- 
AFTER I PICKED UP_J_ 
TOPPER 1 jrG* 




HOPALONG CASSIDY 



RECKON SOMEBODY'S STORING 
1 GRUB. 1 WRIT.' THAT WAGON _ 



■ L JUST BORROW IT TO MAKE MY 
'AY IN HOPALONG WOULD NEVER 

LOOKING FER ME ON A 

=|V ORUB WAGON 



GUESS HE DION’ 



DOESN’T REALIZE 



THANKS, 




HOP ALONG CASSIDy 




STORE • 



15 ROUND UP ft POSSE AND 
HAVE THEM SPREAD OUT 
ALL OVER TWIN RIVER.' J 



LOOKING FER, 



f* I GAVE *-> 

1 HOPALONG THE 

TIME, BUT IT WON’T * 
'ORE THAT GENERAL 
COMES TO AND PUTS 



THAT CATTLE BOAT JUST GAVE 



FIFTY DOLLARS / 2 SURE WOULD 
LIKE TO EARN THAT MUCH 
WHAT DO I HAVE TO DO? J 



LIKE TO MAI 
-y dollars: 




HOPALONG CASSJDy 




! THIS IS A CATTLE BOAT , ) I CAN 

:hip ano we’re j 'see that 

3 TV! V— .. — - I’M WILLING 

j — > TO PAT A HONORED 



START 






EPTIO ALONG • 



UNLESS THE BANDIT TOC 
TO THE WOODS, WHICH 
ISN’T LIKELY IN A r- 
WAGON, HE HAD TO 
PASS THIS WAV ’ jgffjM 



AFTER . 



HOPALONG CASSIDY ' 




OKAY, YOU CAN STOP 



CATTLE If THAT . 
IE OF y VARMINT 

1 j SEEMS TO HAVf 

THOUGHT OF EVERY- 
THING— OR AT LEAST 
r-ISO HE THINKS^/ 



- SO THE OWLHOOT KNEW 1 
COME AFTER THE WAGON 
HE SENT ME ON A FOOL’S 



HERE COMES THE CATTLE 
NOW ! WE MAPE IT INTIM 



I HATEP TO RACE 
LIME THIS, TOPPI 
w ONLY CHANCE . 



mm 





HOPALONG CASSIDY 



THERE’S NO WRY TO GET 
F VUH EXCEPT TO ^ 
KILL VUH — y— ^ 



\ I’LL NEEO THI 
/MONEY BAG . 
PROOF THAT YC 
THE GUILTY 



EXACTLY WHAT, 
I’M GOING 
—.TO P O! J\ 



OjtXl MORNING K IT WAS A LONG CHASE, ) 

— ™ BUT HOPALONG ALWAYS * 
— ANP AS SOON AS I \ GETS HIS MAN.' TWIN 
LOGHED UP THE BANPIT, J RIVER 15 SURE LUCKY , 
I ROPE OUT HERE TO <7 TO HAVE YUH AS 
RETURN YOUR MONEY [J ^SHERIFF, HOPALONO.y 




HOPALONG CASSIDY 




[ HUH? AREN'T VUH 
’GOING TO TOINN 
TODAY HIUU BIUC/? 



BUT X THOUGHT 
yUH WENT VISITS 
YORE GAU FRiEN 
ElvlMy. EVERY 






YUPJ 



... AUU SHE DOES IS 
TALK ’BOUT DIAMONDS, 
DIAMONDS, DIAMONDS/ 



EMIWY WAS 
IN HER HEAD: 




i 



HOPALONG CASSIDY 



RETURN 




TO THE LAW 



■|AN sCBcUM rode in the lead of the 
M9 sma ll band of horsemen.. As he slouched 
in the saddle, he peered ahead cautiously, eyes 
flickering from side to side. Slocum .was a 
man who had spent most of his grown days 
being pursued by the law— or in jail— and he 
had no hankering to go back to the shadow 
of a prison cell. So he was careful, always. 

Suddenly, he reined in his paint horse, 
"Whoa, there, bronc!” 

Rising in the stirrups, Slocum looked ahead 
to where a cluster of buildings made a settle- 
ment in the prairie. Homes, a hotel, a saloon, 
a few stores, a few false-fronted business 
buildings — that was a town in the old West. 

But this one. strangely enough, looked familiar 
to Slocum! He twisted in his saddle and 
waited for the other riders to come up to him. 
Soon they rode up— Bart Carfield, boss of the 
gang, and Clint and Dade Shaw, two hard- 
shooting brothers from over in Oklahoma. For 
the past year, the four men had ridden to- 
gether— against the law! 

Dan Slocum crooked a thumb ahead at the 
town that could be seen far in the distance. 

"This where we're heading, Bart?" he asked. 
"What did you say the name of the town 

W Bart Carfield nodded, his bushy, black .eye- 
brows arching. "It's Renfro City." he replied. 
"Little mining to--n — and just ripe for us. 
Clint, here, scouted it last month, while we 
were over doing that Salinas job. He says it'll 
be easy as roping an hour-old maverick, but 
that It'll pay a lot better. They'll be holding 
a monthly payroll on Tuesday, that's tomor- 
row. Jest one guard and an old hick sheriff 
who probably can't shoot the side out of a 
silo!" The leader of the gang paused, to roll 
a twisted smoke. Then—' "Why'd you ask. Dan? 
Know the place?" 

Dan Slocum hesitated. “Oh, 1 reckon I prob- 
ably went through it a while back," he said. 
"Not for ten years, though. Mebbe fifteen." 
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i the street 



By Dick Kraut / /pArA !•-' 

™ /,V “ v ” V ' ' 

That night The baefinen camped by the side 
of a wash. As they cooked grub over a tiny, 
boulder-screen fire, Bart Carfield outlined his 
plans for the holdup of the mining payroll. 
With a pointed branch, he drew a map in the 
sand by the little blaze. 

"This is the main street, ""he muttered. “And 
here's the mine office. The guard'll be standing 
right here . He drew a line with the branch, 
up the main street. "We'll hit town about 
twelve o’clock. That's when the sheriff'll be 
eating lunch, so we won't figger on meeting 
up with him. Dade and I will move i 
office. We'll slug the guard and go t 
on rounding up the mazuma. Meanwl 
two will be posted as lookouts ii 
outside. Got it? Clint? Dan?" 

Dan Slocum nodded his head absently. He 
had been listening to Carfield. And yet, all 
along, his thoughts had been straying. Renfro 
City ! The town where he had been born, where 
he had lived through boyhood. It was a long 
time ago . . . more than fifteen years. Uncon- 
sciously, the outlaw's fingers went up and 
touched the hair on his temples. Chestnut 
brown it had been — when he was a kid in 
Renfro City. And now it was starting to streak 
with gray. 

He always knew that sooner or later he a 
be coming back to the town ht had called 
'home. He'd tried to avoid it. and Had. more 
than once. But now there was no point to 
mentioning it to Bart Carfield or the Shaw 
brothers. They'd grow suspicious . . . 

Slocum looked up. 

"Keno!" he said. "I'm for it. It sounds all 
right. Now let's get some shut-eye. We'll have 
a busy day tomorrow , . .' 

As noon approached on the next day, Dan 
Slocum was still thinking about it. All night 
lung, his thoughts had raced, lfut now there 
was no time to think. Bart Carfield had reined 
his buckskin in. and was pointing ahead. 

"That's it," he husked. "The mining office. 



HOPALONG CASSIDY ' 



Dan, you and Clint wait here. Dade and I will” 
move in. If were not out in ten minutes, come 
in after us. But we won't have trouble. The 
sheriff shouldn't be along. But if he does come, 
don't take any chances. Blast him!" 

Quickly, Carfield and Dade Shaw dis- 
mounted. 

They disappeared in the shaded entrance of 
the mining ofhce. Dan and Clint Shaw were 
left waiting in the bright noonday sun. They 
stood by their horses, faces immobile, eyes 
combing the dust-hazed street. Suddenly, Clint 
Shaw, grew rigid. His hand caught at Dan 
Slocum's elbow. 

"Look there. Coming down the street. It's 
the sheriff! Blamed old fool. Beckon he fin- 
ished lunch early! We'll give him a dessert 
he didn't expect!" 

Peering down the street, Dan Slocum saw a 
white-haired old man walking along, sheriff's 
star glinting on his chest. He knew the lined, 
tired old features well ; he had thought about 
them last night. At his side, Dan was aware 
of Clint Shaw clutching at his revolver. He 
wheeled toward the other outlaws. 

“No. Clint!" he husked. “Mebbe he'll go by 
the. office. Don’t shoot him down — In cold 

"Let him go by?" Shaw grunted, disbeliev- 
ingly. "You heard what Bart said. We can't 
take chances. I'll gun him down — and the 
boys'll be out pronto, with the money." He 
lifted the Colt. His eyes narrowed, and his 
finger tightened on the trigger. 

Dan Slocum hesitated for a brief moment, 
thoughts whirling. The old man was just 
twenty yards away, walking unsuspectingly 
to his death. He could not help himself. Only 
Dan could — and he did! Muscles tensing, he 
lunged toward Shaw. One hand gripped the 
badman's wrist, twisting it, so that the shot 
went skyward. At the same moment, Dan sent 
a right hook slamming at Clint’s jaw. Stunned, 
the badman reeled backward. 

At the sound of the shot, the old sheriff 
whirled, then flung himself into the shelter 
of a doorway on the other side of the street. 

Moments later, the door of the mining com- 
pany was knocked open! 

Out sprang Carfield and Shaw, jackets 
stuffed with packs of money — and gripping 



revolvers. Spying the old sheriff in the nearby 
doorway, they opened fire on him. This time, 
Dan Slocum did not hesitate at all. Cupping 
his left hand, he shouted, "Leave him alone, 
boys! Try me!" 

Then, dropping to one knee, he leveled his 
gun at his two erstwhile buddies! Lead sang 
through the air, as the badmen lanced flame 
at each other, and the acrid smell of gun- 
powder eddied down the Western street! First 
Dade Shaw fell, gripping his cheat and col- 
lapsing, like an emptying sack of wheat. Then 
Bart Carfield caught at his throat and spun 
around, dropping his gun and sinking to the 

Dan Slocum started to lower his smoking 
gun. Then, suddenly aware of a glimpse of 
movement behind him. he started to whirl. But 
he was too late. Crouching there. Clint Shaw 
fired three shots up at him, point-blank. They 
all smashed, into his face, and he fell forward. 
Clint Shaw was the last of the gang to die — 
and it was the old sheriff, across the street, 
who gunned for him. 

t 'JRIM JUSTICE it was, and that was the 
™ first comment of the sheriff's deputy as 
he looked down at the four fallen men. 

"You say it was this hombre. here, who 
started to gun down the holdup men?" he 
asked, pointing at the body of Dan Slocum. 
The white-haired lawman nodded. 

"It was! The lookout would have killed me 
from ambush, if he hadn't seen him and 
stopped him. Poor fella! I reckon he must 
have been a cowhand, just ambling along. 
With his face smashed up like that, we'll 
probably never be able to identify him ..." 
The old sheriff shook his head. "His own 
father wouldn't know him now! But he'd be 
mighty proud of him if he knew how he died." 

The lawman turned away, and the deputy 
knew what he was thinking about. 

He was thinking about his own son, who 
had run away from town, more than fifteen 
years before. Folks said that young Dan 
Slocum had turned outlaw and killer. That's 
why old sheriff Slocum was so sad. He was 
probably reckoning that he'd never see his 
boy alive again! 

He never would . . . 

THE END 



HOPALONG CASSIDY 




FOLLY 



GOT AN IDEA I’LL GO 
HYAR RESTAURANT* EAT . 
AND THEN COMPLAIN 
, WASN’T ANY GOOD - 
> AND THEN I WON’T 
l. HAVE TO PAY FER IT 



Y/PPEE ! THAT’S 
A BRILLIANT IDEA^ 



WHITEY WHISKERS- 
VUH’LL DISLOCATE 
YORE FINGERS.' 









L — — 

Iflj 


m 


pi 









HOPALONG CASSIDY 




■ SHORE LOOHS GOOP.' 
.THIS PROVES WHEN 



JEST BRING ME 
MY ORDER ANP 
REMEMBER, I 
WANT MY STEAK 
WELL DONE. 1 r" 



« I AM.YUH PON’ 
HAVE TO WORRY 
'BOUT GETTING 



DOESN’T take' whitey whiskers long 



HYAR’S YORE CHECK, 



WHITEY WHISKERS. 
THREE DOLLARS, 
—7 PLEASE.' . • 



I SHORE FEEL GOOP NO 
OH, OH, HYAR COME5 THE 
WAITER WITH THE CHECK .' 
SO WHAT, THAT DOESN’T 
WORRY ME —I’LL JEST . 
. GO INTO MY ACT ! 




HOPALONG CASSIDY 




CERTAINLY 



BREAK 
PIECES I 



(ULP) 



' HUH? A COMPLAINT 
AGAINST THE WAITER ; 
» THAT’S UNUSUAL—. 



9 a i 



• WELL, I’M COMPLAINING 
ABOUT BOTH, BUT ESPECIALLY 
’BOUT THE STEAK 1 GOT. 1 > 
IT WAS TERRIBLE ANP 




HOPALONG CASSIDY 





(UIP) WHAT A 
pope I was . 
TO LET THEM 1 
SEE I WASN'T 
V REALLV / 
jy SICK .* jr 



THAT WAS A MIC 
FAST RECOVERT 
MAPE.* C6HRR) I 
VUH WERE ONLT 
PRETENDING TO I 
SICK SO TUH WOL 
HAVE TO PAT TOl 
BILL, EH? j 



(GULP) I 



, WHITET 



WAS SOME BRILLIANT 



ttMfflt*) I’LL GIVE TUH 
SOMETHING THAT WILL 
WAKE VUH REALLV SICK, 



iSTEAP OF GETTING A MEAL FER NOTHING, 
BAP BEATING AND I’LL HAVE TO KEEP VT 
'HESE DIRTT DISHES TILL I MAKE UP FER I 
GROAN WHEN TUH TRT TO FOOL SOME 
TUH ONLT FOOL TORE5ELF ! 



LB 


U € ^ (f 

■ . ijgL U 











HOPALONG CASSIDY 





OH, OH, LOOK WHO’S THERE — , 
THAT BIO MOUTH FROM 
CALIFORNIA.' NOW I SUPPOSE 
i’ll have to listen to 
HIM TELLING EVERYONE 
HOW MUCH GREATER 

CALIFORNIA IS ^ ■O Mjffi 

THAN ANYWHERE > — 

ELSE vC 



(SIGH) I RECKON 
JEST NO PLACE 
p CALIFORNIA < — 
IT NEVER I < 
L RAINS THAR '.J E 



DOGGONE IT, ] HUH? THIS } 

DOESN’T IT EVER ) IS ONLY 
DO ANYTHING f-'THE SECOND 
ELSE ’ROUND ) TIME IT’S T 
HYAR BUT J RAINED THIS > 
RA!N ? MONTH / 




ONLY DEW, 



— I STEPPED OUT OF MY 
HOTEL ONE MORNING 
AND ALMOST DROWNED 
■j , IN THE DEW.' . — -r< 






. KNOW IS TH 
'WHEN I WA 
IN CALIFORNI 



GULP.'!/ 



CALIFORNIA, 
, ONLY DEW. 





THAT'S AN 
IMPORTANT 
^TRAINING 
£L FACT I 






GET WALT DISNEY CHARACTER 



RIGHT or 
WHEATIEi 






HOPALONG CASSIDY 




LAST NIGHT HE BET ME I 
COULDN'T CARRY HIM UP 
A FLIGHT OF STAIRS!/^ 



H'YA.BIFF! YUP! WHAT a? 

DO YUH KNOW 'BOUT HIM?) 

BIG MIKE? 5^ur 



WELL? 



wan. 



JiST YPUR THINKING CAP ft ON AMP TRY TO 04? AT THE. 
'QUIZMASTER. SCORE YOURSELF AS WLLOWS i 5 COBBECT 
EXCELLENT. 4- COBBECT, VERY GOOD. 3 CORRECT SOOR. 
1 CCKHECT, FAiR.1 COBBECT POOR. 



■ -TME BIBLE SAYS 
D JONAH WAS 
SWALLOWEP BY - 
A WHALE . ^ 

□ True Q Folse 



■ GROVER WAS 
“ PEESIPENT CLEVE- 
LANP<S MlPPLE NAME. 
£3 True Q Folse 



Qj A RACE HORSE 
DRINKS 15 GALLONS OF 
WATER B4ILY. 

□ True ) | F6IIQWS 



gBABE RUTH HIT 
HIS RECOUP- MAKING 
GO HOME RUNS IN 
ONE SEASON IN 1915 
£3 True [J Folse 



U6I 3S1VJ-S •NSKdSi.S SYM 3WYN MU SlH '3nai > 
•*nax - t ‘ anai. -t -ivwwvw v si atVH* v -ns* ivsas^, 
V A9 03MQn»MS SVM 3TI S*-g"S II '3STya 'I :Sa3MSWP> 




Let Hobby Send You This 






SAVINGS CLUB 



IF t nmni oassidisavinds eui| »«SMT 
YEI OPENED IN <0«« COKMONIIT. «ME TODAY FOR 
,NE NAME OF THE BANK ON SAVIN jSjSSOCl; 

«tion MEANEST TOO HAVING_AJUm 

STNOnENMNnioNS »HEN TOU »AHE. 






BAR-TWENTY 



S Offltiu natonUp -«i«. 




HOPALONG CASSIDY 




WILLIAM BOYD. 



HOPALONG CASSIDY 
SAFE-CRACKING .' j 



i QUIET, MESQUITE.' 
SOMEONE PASSING 
_ 15 LIABLE TO 



St doesn 't seem 
possible that 
Twin River’s 
r honest Sheriff, 

| HOPALONG CASSIDY, 
J z would turn 
5/ lawbreaker.' 

'j. But anything’s i 
possible in | 
NOT FUR FUN / ' 



I5T GUESS to, WEBFOOT .* 
LEAVE MATTERS TO US 
> WE’LL SEE WHAT WE 
PO ABOUT RECOVERING 
TOUR SKIN5 



AND WHEN PIERRE SAV 
MONEV TO BUT SKINS 



SKINS, WEBFOOT, 
HE TOLD YOU 
THEY HAD BEEN 
— , STOLEN ? j-' 



HOPALONG CASSIDY 




I BECKON 



PARKEN M 
MUSTACHE 
WHAT FER, 
HOPPY «, 



) I’ll EXPLAIN ON *- 
THE WAY, MESQUITE.' 
YOU’RE COMING 



NOW, WE8FOOT, IF 

CARRY MY PLAN ) 
OUT, I’U NEEP < 
SOME SKINS.' PO \ 

1 CAN BORROW J 
. SOME 



) ME GOT 
MORE SKINS.' 
ME GtAO TO 



POST NOW 
A TALK WIT 
_ HOPPV. 



THINKING IS CORRECT, 
TALKING WON’T PO / 

PARKEN VOUR H 
I). MUSTACHE JSSSt 



I WAS JUST GOING TO SUG6EST 
THAT, BUT 1 CANNOT BE at 
RESPONSIBLE FOR THE 
SKINS.' THERE ARE LOTS Ji*. U 
OF BANDITS IN THIS 
PART OF THE WOODS.' 



ANP BUSINESS IS S< 
0 I CAN’T AFFORD 
BUY ANY SKINS "j 



i ABOUT MY LEAVING ** 
A HYAR, PIERRE ? IF YUH 
SELL THEM FER ME AT 
IOO PRICE, I’LL GIVE ft 
HALF THE MONEY/^g 



I RECKON I’LL TAKE ^ 
THE CHANCE .'I’LL DROP 
BY IN A FEW DAYS.'jK 



MESQUITE’S LEAVING WITHOUT THE 
WHICH MEANS THE TRAP HAS BEEN 
IT SHOULDN’T BE 10N6 BEFORE '► 
s CLOSE THE POST FOR THE NIGHT.' 



THESE 

SKINS, 

BOSS/ 



HOPALONG CASSIDY 




YUM MEAN YUM WANT ME 
TO SELL THESE IN THE NEXT 



) WEBFOOT, BELIEVED U 
' WHEN WE TOLD HIM 
' HIS SHINS HAD BEEN 
STOLEN, THAT GRIZZLY 
TRAPPER SURELY ^ 



»P THESE SKINS AROUND 
ID COVER THEM WITH Ml 
CASE ANYONE SHOULD 
LEAVING, IT’LL BE J 



, DUNCAN ! 



THERE GOES PIERRE AND HIS 
ASSISTANT.' IF MY HUNCH IS 
RIGHT, ONE OP THEM WILL 
COME BACK TO REMOVE THE 
SKINS MESQUITE LEFT.' 
PATIENCE IS ALL 1 s-OfJk 
p, need now/ 






NEXT TOWN/ 
BROUGHT A 
GOOD PRICE 



W I CHANGED 




HOPALONO CASSDy 




PUT UP \ FROM THE 
»«IJNy ^MOMWU 

J rJSRST y 

rf THOUGHT HIS ^ 
BT FACE LOOKED 1 
J FAMILIAR. 1 AND l 






POSITIVE THAT MUSTACHE COUl 
BEEN PAHKENEP AND ALL THIS 
COULD HAVE BEEN A TRAP.' 



FOR SOME 
THINKING.' , 



lEANWHILE . 



* THAT’S RIGHT, HOPPY; 
THEY TOLD ME THE FUR 
- HAD BEEN STOLEN , 
.DURING THE NIGHT .' J 






HOPALONG CASSIDY 





1 RECKON THAT THROWS fi “ 
PAMPER ON THE THEORV THAT 
PIERRE WAS MIXED UP WITH * 
THE ROBBERIES. 1 HE WOULDN’T 
HAVE REPORTED THEM IF > 
HE WERE sum.' 



r THAT'S ONE WAT TO 
) LOOK AT IT, MESQUITE. 
<• THE OTHER IS THAT ■ 
) HE’S GUILTV AND HE 
/ REPORTED THEM TO 
THROW US OFF THE 4 
r TRACK.’ COME ON, J 
L WE’VE GOT WORK A 



\ YOU FOLLOW 
I DUNCAN AND 
I’LL FOLLOW 
PIERRE .’AS SOON 
AS TOU SEE 
WHERE HE STOPS, 
MEET ME BACH 
£ HERE.' 



^ FOLLOWED • 
DUNCAN JUST 
LIKE HOPPT TOLD 



HOPALONG CASSIDy 




'HORTLY 
I AFTER... 



GO TO WORM . 



I NEVER THOUGHT I' 
SEE THE PAV WHEN 
HOPALONG CASSIPT 
TOOK UP SAFE - 
CRACKING.' 



IET, MESfflUITE. 'SOMEONE 
iSING 15 LIABLE TO HEAR 

SEARCH WARRANT"' 



BUT WHAT P< 
TO FINP IN Tl 
. THE SKINS ' 



NO.' THET WOULPN’T KEEP 
THEM ARCUNP THE TRADING 
POST.' BUT PIERRE HAS Y 
BEEN COMPLAINING ABOUT 
BUSINESS ANP l’P LIKE J 



REALLT IS. 



WHEW / LOOK AT ALL T 
MONEY .' IT CERTAINLY 
POESN’T LOOK AS IF 
BUSINESS 15 BAD/ . 



) RIGHT/ HELP ME ^ 
' Clean out the safe/ 

I SUSPECT THIS IS THE 
MONEY THEY GOT FROM 
SELLING WEBFOOT’S 




PIERRE’S 



sSSSa" 





HOPALONG CASSIDY 




STOP ACTING SO INNOCENT, PIERRE.' 
HEARD HOPALONG SAT YUH AEPORTE 
THE SAFE WAS ROBBED.' ANP I ALSO 
HEARD HIM SAT HE SUSPECTED YUH 
i OF ROBBING THE SAFE YORESELF . 



COMB ACROSS 



'grizzly TRAPPER. 



( GULP!) THE 
MONEY IS HEUiVI 



BUT I TELL YOU 
[ PIPN’T TOUCH 
THE MONEY.' . 



THE DEPUTY’S 

■ it covered: 



ME CAN COUNT ) COUNT ON ME 
ON HOPALONG/ TO KEEP 
. TO JAIL f/ THEM IN JAIL.' 

| BANDITS .' ) DID YUH HEAR 

WHAT THEY CALLED 

I grizzly 

I ■^■l" LOOKING.' 




f|T«P ftlGMT UP, FOvKS-SEE TH'i 
Sci LITTLE SHOW ON EARTH'J 
Ir^r-TUAVE TOUR WRAPPERS } 



fo-SOUT!] 
► SHE'S 4 
BLOWING 



IT'S THE 
.CHAMP 
(ALRIGHT; 



[bu8ble emA 



BE SURE TO HAVE 



WHEN YOU 60 TO THE ZOO-AMUSEMENT 
V PARK-CIRCUS-CARNIVAL-BALL PARK- 
VlCNIC-PARTY OR VACATION RESORT > 
IT ADDS TO YOUR FUN / / 



flOOK FOR A 
THE SURPRISE 
NOVELTY IN / 
i^EVERY BOX > 



THE MORE 
> YOU EAT... 

the more 
[you want ! 



